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	When the sun goes down

**Hi guys. This is my first English fanfiction, and my first fiction here on . Although I tried my best to minimize the number of mistakes, there might still be some. I started to write in English because it's a beautiful language and also in order to improve my English. So I'm counting on you guys to review and let me know if there are still some mistakes.**

**Disclaimer: Bleach and all its characters don't belong to me (I wish they did so I could have the characters do more crazy stuff-muhahaha-) but I might add some OC characters as the story goes on.**

* * *

><p>It was already seven o'clock. The sound of the alarm clock suddenly died when a heavy hand fell on top of it. The hand's owner didn't even look up at the time. He tried to get up but finally let his sleepiness win over him. So he let his head fell back on his pillow, growled and immediately dozed off. He woke up thirty minutes later to the sound of a door bursting and a foot kicking his head.<p>

-ICHIGOooo! Wake up!

Every day, the orange haired boy wondered what he could have done to the gods to have that kind of father. He then had the urge to kick his father back, sending him fly to the over end of the room and land on his back. Thanks to the loud Isshin, he was fully awake. He kept on asking himself why he didn't kill the older Kurosaki yet. He got the answer to his question when a young girl in a napkin appeared at the door.

-Ichi-nii, hurry up. Breakfast is ready.

-Thanks Yuzu. I'm just going to take a shower.

He smiled to the girl who nodded at him, then, he took his school uniform and headed to the bathroom, while another girl with black hair was dragging their dad out of the room, soon followed by her twin sister.

When he got out of the shower, Ichigo noticed that it was already 8 o'clock. He was running late. Not that he cared but it was Friday. He had literature at first period. He heard somewhere that his teacher was somewhat an heir of a noble family. Everyone knew that nobles were crazy about punctuality, and that teacher of his wasn't an exception. In fact, he was even stricter than any other nobles Ichigo knew, not that he knew any other. He already was disliked by all his teachers because of his extravagant hair color so he didn't want to get in any more trouble. Especially not with that Kuchiki sensei. That's why when he got out of the shower, he picked his bag up and rushed to the entrance door, grabbing some pieces of cake and an apple that his sister handed him when he got downstairs. He waved to the two girls and left for school, not slowing down once. Not even when he had to turn right at a bifurcation. So he crashed on something, or someone.

-Oh my, oh my. Youngsters should be more careful in the streets.

The man offered his hand to Ichigo and helped him up. He was a little shorter than the orange haired boy. He was wearing a big outdated hat and was holding a large range which was covering half his face. When the Kurosaki boy tried to apologize and quickly head to school, he realized the man didn't let go of his hand. He thought he could see a grin through the range before everything went black.

-We hit the jackpot Tessai! With this guy we're going to be rich! Hahahaha

-Urahara-san, did you take your pills?

Ichigo woke up in a dark room. He was lying on a sofa. There were plenty of tables across the room and a bar at the back. He saw the mysterious hatted man put colored pills in his mouth before swallowing them with a glass of water. Then, the man slowly turned to him.

-Seems like our new employee is finally awake.

-...what!?

Ichigo only understood the seriousness of the situation he was in when the man spread an evil grin on his face. He could feel a cold sweat fell on his back and immediately aimed for the door. But a very muscular tall man stood in front of him.

-Urahara-san, we can't make him work here, he's still a student.

-Very true.

With that said, the man with a hat grabbed his friend and forced him to work. They quickly moved every tables, chairs and sofas around, adjusted the lights and changed the decorations. After a few minutes, they were done.

-Welcome to Karakura host club!

-Ermmm...I don't think reorganizing the bar to make it look more like a host club makes it more suitable for a teenager to work in…

In fact, the building was to be a shop. It worked well but one day the owner suddenly decided to turn it into a tea salon. And of course, it was a success among women. After that, the weird man thought it would be funnier to have a bar, then why not a host club too?

-Money will flood! Hahahaha

Ichigo took the opportunity to carefully sneak out. Once he was out of danger, he sprinted towards his school, noticing that he was extremely late. He took an incredible amount of cuts and reached the school gates in a record time, but he was still late. Kuchiki Byakuya being Kuchiki Byakuya, he didn't care why the orange haired boy didn't show up on time, even if he was kidnapped, time is still time. A true gentleman should always be on time. So he punished the boy. Usually, he just made his pupils do corves or write essays. But it seemed he wasn't in a good mood that day because he chose to have Kurosaki pass a surprise oral test, which of course he screwed. When he was finally allowed to sit, Ichigo realized he still had his books from the day before. He was in such a rush that morning, so he totally forgot to do his bag. Of course, the teacher didn't miss a bunch of it and decided to make him do corves around the school at noon.

* * *

><p>The bell indicating the end of morning classes finally rang. Everyone dashed out of the classroom. Everyone, except Ichigo. Thanks to that stupid owner, he had to clean his classroom, the corridor and the teachers' room before the afternoon classes. He couldn't even take a bite of his breakfast because everything fell on the ground when he rushed onto that guy. Just thinking about him made him sick.<p>

-Yo Ichigo. Feels like ya could use a lil' help.

Thankfully, he could still count on his redheaded best friend. Well honestly, he would have shrugged him off if he wasn't that hungry. Not mentioning the fact that his friend trying to help him out, instead of just watching him do the corves while making fun out of him, as he usually did, was weird enough. But it was the last thing that disturbed him at that time.

-Ya don't have to thank me. I'll make sure ya pay me back later. Just tell me what happened.

Ichigo knew Renji had his odd ways of making people pay. He always made sure to not have anything to owe his best friend but who cared at that time. He just wanted to be done with the cleaning and finally be able to put something in his mouth. His stomach made some weird noises that someone could hear from a kilometer away and he was starting to feel weak and dizzy. He hated that feeling. He was more of the thug type, always fighting here and there, well, he didn't start the fights, but he never tried to avoid them either. So being in a situation of weakness made him sick to the point of wanting to throw up, or maybe it was just because of the empty stomach and dizziness.

He told all the story to his friend while they were brushing the dirt off. Then, they climbed to the rooftop and ate lunch together.

-Ya know, there's that new game station which opened up last weekend. I thought we could go.

That sounded suspect to Ichigo's ears. First, Renji didn't need anyone to play with him. Once he had a joystick in hand, no one existed anymore. Then, Ichigo was probably the last person he'd bring along with him. Why? Because he wasn't much of a player and walking around him always meant trouble. Ichigo's hair always attracted weird guys and involved him into fights. Now, Renji's hair should just be the same. His hair color was just bolder than Ichigo's. Anyway, it didn't bother the redheaded man to fight because of his friend at first. He loved fighting. There was a time when he was the one who attacked Ichigo. It was a draw. That's how they ended up being friends. First, their relationship was the weirdest relationship either. It was based on fighting at least twice a day. But none of them has ever been able to win so they left it at that. After his passion for fights, Renji loved sake. One day, Ichigo thought he couldn't let his friend live like that so he dragged him to a game station. In fact, Keigo forced Ichigo to come play with him. That guy was such a loud guy, so annoying. So the orange haired boy thought that since he had to deal with him, Renji too would have to suffer Keigo's company. But to his deception, Renji seemed to enjoy games, much more than he enjoyed sake.

-How much?

-What?

-I said how much do you want?

-What do ya mean Ichigo? We're friends, aren't we? Ya think I'll bring ya along just for money?

-I know you.

-Five hundred yen should be enough.

-What?

-How mean Ichigo. Ya won't lend money to the friend who helped ya out?

Ichigo knew that his friend usually asked for unreasonable paybacks, so if he could get out with just money, he would be fine with that.

-A hundred.

-Hmmm

-Okay, two and that's all.

-Alright!

They kept on babbling about everything and anything until the bell finally rang.

* * *

><p>-Ya sure ya don't want to tag along? Would do ya good.<p>

-Didn't I already give you enough money?

The redhead punched his friend on the head.

-Teme! It's not about money. I really am worried ya know.

-Baka. You don't have to be.

Ichigo gave his friend a slight punch on the back as to prove he was fine. Next, they headed to the gates while joking, laughing and making fun out of each other.

-Hey? I can escort ya if ya want me to…

-I'm not your girlfriend!

Although he punched the redheaded guy, he was still thankful to him for caring about him. But still, all that caring in just half a day was starting to be weird. Even more when it comed from Renji. He's more like a wild, tactless guy. He never seemed to worry about anyone and never helped anyone unless he wanted something in return. So having him care about Ichigo without asking for anything was quite suspicious.

-My, my. Isn't this our host?

At that word, Ichigo hesitantly turned toward the place where the voice came from. The man he met this morning appeared from behind a wall, making air with his range, still having that psychopath's smile plastered on his pale face.

-Hum…have fun Ichigo. Gotta go.

The former shop owner was scarier than what Renji thought. Although the man was just smiling, he could feel some kind of mischievous aura emanating from him. Even though he was tough and used to be the kind of stupid guy to run head down into a fight, he still had a survival spirit that told him when his opponent was too dangerous. The man in front of him didn't seem to have that much strength. He could beat him easily, but there was something strange with him. He seemed…ill. Furthermore, he had that tall guy with him, ready to protect him. It was too dangerous. So Renji decided it was wiser to not stay near them any longer, even if he had to sacrifice his best friend in order to stay alive. He knew the boy wouldn't be mad at him long. He'd be sure to make it up to him anyway. He turned away, trying to escape, but he was immediately stopped by a hand grabbing his collar.

-No no no, young man. You will certainly join the fun.

With that being said, both Ichigo and his friend were knocked out and dragged to the newly reorganized host


End file.
